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coral fishing, growing in abundance on the rocks, deep
and continually covered by the sea. By Albenga and
Finale, a very fair and strong town belonging to the
King of Spain, for which reason a monsieur in our ves-
sel was extremely afraid, as was the patron of our bark,
for they frequently catch French prizes as they creep by
these shores to go into Italy; he therefore plied both sails
and oars, to get under the protection of a Genoese gal-
ley that passed not far before us, and in whose company
we sailed as far as the Cape of Savona, a town built at the
rise of the Apennines: for all this coast (except a little
of St. Remo) is a high and steep mountainous ground,
consisting all of rock-marble, without any grass, tree, or
rivage, formidable to look on. A strange object it is, to
consider how some poor cottages stand fast on the de-
clivities of these precipices, and by what steps the inhab-
itants ascend to them. The rock consists of all sorts of
the most precious marbles.

Here, on the 15th,. forsaking our galley, we encoun-
tered a little foul weather, which made us creep terra,
terra, as they call it, and so a vessel that encountered
us advised us to do; but our patron, striving to double
the point of Savona, making out into the wind put us
into great hazard; for blowing very hard from land be-
tween those horrid gaps of the mountains, it set so vio-
lently, as raised on the sudden so great a sea, that we
could not recover the weather-shore for many hours,
insomuch that, what with the water already entered, and
the confusion of fearful passengers (of which one was
an Irish bishop, and his brother, a priest, were confess-
ing some as at the article of death), we were almost
abandoned to despair, our pilot himself giving us up for
lost And now, as we were weary with pumping and
laving out the water, almost sinking, it pleased God on
the sudden to appease the wind, and with much ado and
great peril we recovered the shore, which we now kept
in view within half a league in sight of those pleasant
villas, and within scent of those fragrant orchards which
are on this coast, full of princely retirements for the
sumptuousness of their buildings, and nobleness of the
plantations, especially those at St. Pietro d'Arena; from
whence^ the wind blowing as it did, might perfectly be
smelt the peculiar joys of Italy in the perfumes of   ',to a vineyard, which
